s

- Mike, you d—d rascal.
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THE ANIVERSON INTELI IGJENCER.

THE MOUNTAIN RAILROAD.

] o ri 1 % - 3 5
Hands That are Cutting Through the Blue
Ridge.
. I2. C. Bryan., in Charlotte Observer.

The study of man is always illllrr'l “I)— the preachers; let "em stav
ccting. I must admit that wen and jout of here. This is ne place for
women and boys and girls uve much |'em,"" was the quick retort.
more attractive to me than are trees, [ Mr. Mountaincer wes in carnest.

water and land. It is the human be-
ing that I delight in, Therefore my
recent trip across the Blue Ridge
Mountains was all the wore delight-
ful because I =aw many persons of
many minds.

There are three classes of laborers
at work on the South and Western
Railread between Marion and Spruce-
pine. The pative, a typical moun-
tainecr, of the better type; the negro,
who went there from this section, and
tho Italian, an importation from the
North,

The North Carolina mountaineer is
a unique character, He is as inter-
esting as the day is long. He does
not know what fear is and if he likes
you he is hospitable and kind in his
way. He has very little, if any, rev-
erenoce for God, and lees for his fellow-
man, Of course this is not true of all
of them, but, generally speaking, it is.
The boys curse and swear like troop-
ers, but, withal, they are good natured
and oharitable to those they like. As
I rode by e squad of one hundred or
more men, native boys, at work ona
dirt road I looked at various individ-
uals and saw a bright lustre in almost
every eye. The mountaineer has
plenty of npative wit and genuine
ability; maoy of them are illiterate,
but npever ignorant. He knows the
ways of nature—of the mountains,
the trees, the rivers and the like.
He is a product of the soil.

After paseing the workmen in the
road I came upos & number of tcams
on their way to one of the camps with
a lot of lumber. There wore two,
four and six mules to a wagon, and
young mountaineers did the driving.
I never saw finer stook than thoso
great, strong mules that made wup
thcss teams. The drivers rode the
saddle mule, as in the olden days,
and direoted the course of the wagon
through the lead mule, who worea
guide line at his left cheek and a gee-
atiok at his . right shoulder. There
were no cow tails, or red ribbons tied
about the bridles for decorations,
but the teame were well harnassed
and fat. .

As My, Trout and myself rode on,
watching the men with the picks and
shovele, and the on-coming teams, a
a fierce, sharp ory burst upon us; a
driver far down the lice was urging
his team to do its utmost in a boggy
place in the read. Clear and sharp
oame the words: ‘‘Get up there,
@it out’ of
here!"

As we pasaed I took a crack at the
fellow who had stopped to let the
mules blow. I said: “Young fellow,
you ought not to swear 8o loud when
preachers are passing."

Impeverished soil, like impov-
erished blood, needs o proper
fertilizer. A chemist by analyz-
ing the soil can tell you what

fertilizer to wuse for different
products.

- If your blood is impoverished
vour. doctor will tell you what
you need to fertilize it and give
it the rich, red corpuscles that
are lacking in it.. It may be you
nged a tonic, but more likely you
need ‘o concentrated fat food,
and fat is the .element lacking
in your system.

There is no fat food that is
80 easily digested and assimi-
lated as . -

‘Scott’s Emulsion

of Cod Liver. Oi!

Xt will nourish. and stren
the body svhen milk and crem
fail to do it. Scott’s Emulsion’
is - always the same; always
nalatahla and n'lwnvn heneficinl

5 ‘vhere the body is wastmg from

any ca.use, either in children

or ndufts :

Wo wm nndyon a um,pre free.

‘Be suro that this ric-
o tura in the form o

* Iabel is on the wrapper

- iof every Lottle of Bmul-
sion youbuy.

He did not care who heard him swear.
He was talking to the team of mules
and if any fellow was so unfortunate
a8 to hear he had to grin and bear it.
There was a healthy glow in the young
man's face and he looked like a stal-
wart son of the soil,

These mountain follk are making
from $1.50 to £2.50 a day and they do
not carc what happeos. Many of
them will never return to their old
work, that ¢f a plaiz tiller of moun-
tain sides, but will drift out into the
busy world to become mechanics, ar-
tisans and all sorts of skilled work-
men. Some will beoome railroad con-
traotors, and othera foremen and su-
perinteudents., They have in them
the making of first-class workmen and
the taste of money-making and the
konowledge of what is going on in the
outside world will eset them afire.
Hundreds of these fellows have gath-
ered from the coves and the valleys
and are® making sturdy, valuable
laborers. They are lusty, muscular
and willing.

The Italian is quite a different man.
He works like n olook, and is bossed
by a padrone, who says when to work
or quit. They make fine laborers so
long as they are satisfied. Like silont
dteers they go from morning till night,
toiling on and sayiog nothing. They
are weoll-knit in body and dark of
complezion. Every time ono sends
down his pick ho cuts a hole in the
grouad; his efforts bring forth good
resulta, These short, stooky feliows
labor ae does the ant. They strive to
make the almighty dollar.

Oia Uuffie, the black man, is the
best laborer when he will work. He
can bé driven like the mule, sad nine
daye out of ten bis heart is full of joy,
and he gives vent to his good feeling:
by singing or hollering aloud. Good
farmers claim that they fear negroes
who do not siug when they toil, The
gong of a darkey is mmple assurance
that he is moviog. Therefore it is
not strange that most overceers in the
South profér the negro.

While I was at Camp 4, the other
night, the poliseman of the place
oame in with a handful of pistols,
some short, but others long and
dangerous-looking.

““What aro you going to do with
those?'’ some one msked.

*‘I bhave to take shooting irons away
from the negroes to keep down trou-
blo,”” said the {officer, who had quelled
& little disturbance a fow days be-
fore.

One of the old guns looked as an-
oient as the sword of Brutus.
“Captam, oaptam, cnptam, I'm
givin' you all my time,” shouted a
negro, ns wé passed along the ‘works,
Tuesday morning. Those were his
only words, but he kept repeating
them, putting tune into them some-
how ox, other until it sounded fairly
well.

It is with these three elnsaa of men
that the South and Western Railway
Company is outting its way through
the Blue Ridge Mountaine from
Spruvepine to. Muion, Ruatherfordton
and Sparianbirg. Something iike
3,600 of them will be at work eafter
the Christmas holidays. Thée nomber
oow has been reduced to about 2,500,
As.a rule the mountaineers,the Ital-
ians and the negroes ars not worked
together, but at different ocamps.
Most of the Italiane are at Camps 2
and 3, while the negroes are on this
side of the mountain and lha natives
beyond the ridge.

After the South and Western Road
is finished from Sprucepine to Marion
many hotels will be built in MoDow-
ell, Mitohell and Yancey aounties, and
many summer visitors will go there
for rest and health. Bold springs of
cold water are to be seen on every
mountain. Thero are many beautiful
hotel sites on Washburn's Ridge and
in tbe neighborhood of McKinney's

| Gap, where the altitude is something

like 3,000 feot, The prettiest grove
of mouataia laurel that I ever saw is
near the top of the Blué Ridge, olose
to whora the south end of “‘The

______ The entire
side ofa small mountain is covered
with tha pom:llar flowering plant,
which ia 80 tall ‘that one could craw)
beneath ita’ nuhlx-!ea!eﬂ top.: I saw
hundreda of prany plauaa for resort
houses; =

In o at.ory to follow thia

I ‘shal)

in detail and :‘give 'the -
many of the stations betwenn
ville, Ky., and  8partanburg,: 8.

“| and give ihe agnneotions that will b | ani

mada mtb uthn roads

tell of the Bouth and. Weste __3'-Eﬂuld .
pame - of.
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Chasing a
By C. 13 Lewin
Capyright, I'"G, Le Homer Borague
o= 'S
Arvold Thowpson, bachelor of forty,
wits bored, The wits hoared because the
wiarm wenther hivd come, and he maeat
i nwny fo some resort; because he had
1o buy s new steaw hat; beesuse he had
tried the roof gnrdens aod they hnd of-
fered nothing new; beeause he Lhind fo-

dolently tried to firt with o gocd look-
Ing girl that day on the strect aml she
inul exhibited her contempt; Leenuse of
a dezen other reasons belonglng to
bachelorhood

When Arnold Thorpson Lought o hat
it wns an event, ILe nrgucd that the
fate of 4 natlon depended on the ap-
pearunee of that hat when placod on
his head, and he was therefore a full
hour In maklirg his spelection. It was
an hour of anxiety to him and an hour
of misery to the salesman who watted
on him, On this day, however—on this
day when he strollod Inte his hatter's
and made his wants known sometbing
out of the ordinary was to happen. The
bachelor had tried on only nineteen dif-
ferent hats and had posed before the
glass ouly nineteen dMiTerent times,
when he mide a discovery under the
sweathand of the nineteenth hat. It
wans a elly of paper, and on It was
written in & feminine hand:

If the buyer of this hat is a single man
and o gentlaman, he may write to Gene-
vigve Durton.

No address was added, and as the
bachelor he'd the slip in his hand a
thrill of romance began to creep [nto
lls soul. That's what he had been
yearning for for years—romance. He
had had it from twenty to thirty, but
lost it from tbirty to forty and come
to the conchusion thnt his heart never
could be stirred ngain,

“If the buyer of this hat is a single
mml!_

Well, he was single. IIe wans not on-
Iy single, but called rather good look-
Ing, and he had a falrly good Income.

—"and a gentlernan”—

Well, he was a gentleman, and no
one could be found to dispute the fact.
What should follow? He would write
to Genevieve Burton. The name pleas-
ed him, and as he stood there with the
nineieenth straw hat in one hand and
the slip in the other he c¢ziled up a
viston of a handsome fzee and a curly
head and a willowy form. He had no
business to think Genevieve good look-
ing, curly headed or willowy, but he
assumed the responsibility and said to
the salesman, much to the latter's sur-
priee:

'I'll take this hat.”

““But is it o good fit?"

'V gaid 1 would take this hat. Bend
it hore”

AS u matter of fact, the hat was not
a good fit, and the bachelor had meant
to paw over at least nineteen others,
but it struck him that he mnst have
the bat as well as the slip of paper
found beneath its sweatband. The two
naturally went together,

As goon as he reached his club he uiﬁ
down to write to Genevieve. He fo
it a bhard task. She was a braider of
straw hats; she lived far away; she
wab innocent hearted; she couldn’t be
Invited to take a ride In hils auto or to
accompany him-to the theater and din-
ner; she was a coy, shy country blue-
bird end must not be startled. The
bachelor started three different letters
ani abandoned them and then sudden-
ly discoyered tlint he had no address
to write to. But why write at all?
Why mot chase that hat down until the
fal® bralder was discovered?

A declslon was reached In an In-
stant, and half an bour later the man
was back at the bat store nsking where
the hat was made,' He was referred to
2 wholesale dealer. The dealer said
that the hat was part of n small stock
bqught at auctlon and referred him to
an auctioneer. The auctloneer looked

his books over and took his time about |

it and then "reckoned" it was a Smith
hat.

- The: '-nvestlgntlon thus far hond con-
sumed ten days, but Arnold Thompson
had rather enjoyed them. The detec-
tive instinct 18 more os less strong In
the character of every man, and when
romance s mingled with it it beeomes
even more fascinating, ;
~The bachelor flattered himself that he
was a student.of human nature and
that he could get an insight Into a per-

son's character through his chirogra- .
pby. He slzed Genevieve up as warm

bearted, trusting, hopeful . and high
minded. She probably bad been born
and reared In affluence, but owing to
her fother's too extenslve speculations
in the Texas oll flelds, where there was
no oll, she had been obliged to turn to
straw hats to make o living, It was a
shame, and he sympethized with her
from the bottom ‘of his heart.” He had
always sanld iat he wouldn’t marry, -
but—

Arnold ‘Thompsen went to Dnnbery
1Ye vislted every hatter in the hat town, |
but alf went back of the hat, * He was'

l

hotel to make ready for nn interview
on the morrow. 1le was alternating
between fear and hope when o drun-
mer with whom he fell in reached for
his hat fu the famillar way drummoers
bhave on two minutes’ acquaintance
and looked it over and sald:

"Ounce In awbile one of you New

York fellers shows o liitle coimimon
acnge fn artleles of dress,"

“How do you mean?”

“This s the best straw Lat made,

and it wos mwade right here in ihis iit-
tle Lurg"”

That settled §t, and a Dbland and
complucent smfle broke over the fuace
of the bachelor. e eould forgive the
innuendo lLecause lils long chase was

at last ended.  In the Inugrage of Sher-
lock Holmes, he had run his quarry to
earth, und the morrow would bring a
crlsls,  Mr. Arnold Thompsun realizen
that he was off ou a wingent. He had
the reputation of Lelug a cool and {m-
perturbable fellow, one who never lost
his hiend about women, but he had to
acknowledge that he had made a fool
of limself in this affair—that s, all
b's friends would say so. Ie haa
some excuses for his own ear, and if
they wese not suflicient he wasn't go-
Ing to adin!t the fact.

At 10 o'clock the next worning the
bachelor started for the bat factory.
He intended to walk right in and talk
about hats and perhaps pass himeself
off as n retafler. It was a small con-
cern, employing ouly about half a dozen
women to sew the brald purchased
somewhere else. The business office
and the workshop were In one, and
the romancist entered to find o woman
about forty years old In charge. She
explained that the boss had just step-
ped out and asked what was wanted.

Mr. Thompson began to talk about
hats, and he was making slow work of
it when one of the girls came forward
and sald to the woman:

"Excuse me, Mrs. Burton, but am I
sewing this right?”

“Are you Genevieve Burtoni" asked
the bachelor as she turned to him again.

“I—I am,” she replied as she trled to
blush.

“You—you wrote your name and slip-
ped it behind the sweatband of this
hat?”

“I did, sir.”

“W-what was your object?"’

“Just a trick of the trade. I am pald
$2 o week extra for that. That's why
we call it the ‘Romance’ hat. We have
sent out 12,000 hats, and every one has
my name in. Has it glven you a back-
ache to find out where the hat was
made?”

“Never agnin, Genevleve — never
again will 1 believe In womon or ro-
manee!” oxclaimed Arnold Thompson
In his most tragic tones. And an hour
Inter he was fleelug the town and try-
ing to make himself belleve toat he was
traveling to broaden his ideas on his
own country.

The Good 014 Fashioned Game.

Uncle Hiram was bewalling the de-
generney of modern sports. “Look at
basebnll,” he sald. “There aln't half
the fun in it there was when I was a
Young man. Nowadays the fellers with
the bat don't seem to be able ¢o do any-
thing with the ball. There's lots of
gomes when they don’t ' make a run.

“I mind the time when I belonged to
the Fearnaughts of Prairietown. There
was a club np in Heddingville that-
thought they could beat us without half
trylng. They challenged us, and we
took 'em up. They come down one
morning with a whole carload of peo-
ple from Heddingrville to see 'em wlpe
us out.

“Well, sir, we begun playing at 10
o'clock in the forenoon. The game
wasn't finished at noon, and we quit
for dinner. At 2 o'clock in the after-
noon we went at it again, and mighty
nigh the whole town went out to the
posture where we was playlng to aee
the game,

“Flrst one silde would get uhead nnd
then the other. Batilng? You never
saw such batting In your life. There
was more than two dozen home. huns.
It was close on to G o'clock when the
last man was put out. But we Leat
'‘em. We tock the concelt.out of them |
fellers, and they never challan'-ed us
again.”

“But: what was the score; Uncle. II!-
ram?" gsked one of thé listeners, :

“Ninety-seven. to 00, prondly ‘an-
Bwered Uncle Hiram, “and I made 13
-of them runs myself. Think of that
when you hear about a ‘1 to:0' game in
£fteen fnnings!. I tell you, we could hlt
the ball in them days!™ L

. Awnm‘ L
Absinth 18 a spirit flavored wﬂh the
pounded leaves and flowering tops of-

certain specles of’ artemisin, chiefly | .
wormwood, together with angelica root, {1}

sweet flag root, star anlse and other
aromatics. Thée aromatles 't mmacemtrf
ed for about eight days in:alcohol and

then distilled, the result belng'a sreen
colored liguor. ~Adultération Is largely
practiced, usnally with the ‘essential,
ofls of other herbs, but even blue vitviol

is Bomotinies found in 8o called absinth, |
JIts effect uponelther man or: woman '} ©

ot detivaly engaged ‘in’ manual work,
of some kind must be dangerons,’ It
makes the -brain dall and unreliable. |
‘Under Its effects the merest glin

told that it might have been made in' | .tios

any one of half n dozen places they’
mentioned, and the only thing to do |
was to gl\'e up further thought of Glene-
vleve or pursue his quest,: -

He decided at once to purﬁue. He sl-
‘ways had been flattered by Women run--

after one of- tho opposite sox, and thero
whas something novel In the change. He
went to Massachusetts and was senton’

‘ning after him; now he wns running |ty

to Vermont,. There thoy sent him over. tak

inta Oanada ‘and ha mn‘hnﬂ Cannda tn.

be told that M!chlgnn was his 2 alyf. an

fleld,

This oecupied a mn month "m{ ol
bnc.wlor dld not traVol by ][ghtm‘n’-‘l 50 .
: ; o Rt 1efa

CONDENSED STORIES.

Joke Was on the Scnator, and He
Acknowledged the Corn.

John A. Marris uzed to relate the
following incident, which happened
in his home town of Pluinfiel L%

In 1886 the late Scnator Henry
L. Dawes while driving near the
town of Plainfield, not far from
Cummington, a native town, lost his

“QUEES YOU HAVE LOST, SENATOR."

way and secured the services of Wil-
liamn Reid, a simple minded youth,
to direct him the right way.

Mr. Dawes took the boy in his
carriage, and as they were passing
an extensive pasture the senator re-
marked thet was “a fine lot of spear
grass.”

“T'hat’s Herd’s grass,” remarked
the boy.

Vainly the senator tried to ex-
plain that the boy was wrong and
finally made a bet of $10 to a cent
that he (Mr. Dawes) was right and
referred the matter to Andrew E.
Wells, an «ld farmer, who knew Mr.
Dawes by sight.

“Guess you have lost, senator,”
said the referee, who' decided the bet
in’ the boy’s favor. “Why, that is
Herd’s. graes, for it belongs to Tom
Herd.” . 8o Mr. Dawes admitted
that the joke was on lnm.—Boston
Herald.

- A Qood Thing at a Bad Time.

Mme. Bouguereau, the w.dow of
the noted French painter, was Miss
Elizabeth Gardner of Exeter, N, H.,
says the Washington Post.

“Mme. Bouguereau,” gaid an
artist, “has a fund of New England
anecde*e, which ahe repeats - mth a
droll humsr,

“T heard her in her studio one
day describing an aged woman of
Exeter. This 'woman was 'always
saying wise, true things at t e
wrong time. Her grandson go
married, and & little wfxle after the
weddmg she made the excehent
mark:

“‘I am glad Herbert had the
EE:IISB to marry ?u sgttled otllil zl:uuda
0 ghty tighty, an
wﬂ?ﬁ%s %:Ji?errulm gnd dogmaer-
In’. But old maids is generaliy
Ahankful and wﬂlm to please” . -

- “And the a% dame crochetfed
away comfortably, with the’ qon-
sciousness | of having said o

‘thing. But the look on.the face of
“Herbert’s new wife as she-fixed the
old lady with her glittering eye was

suggést:ve of anythmg ]:mt. msek\-'
ness,” .

Frnof For Golonal crownlmhhld.

‘"The estate owned' by thé mte; i
Colonel Crowninshield, one of Mar- |-

blehead’s most nrm’cocmhc citizens,
adjoins. the pasture’ of leliam
Farmer, a sturdy farmer. A valia='
‘ble dog owned by the colonel uzed to-
‘run. into the pasture and: ‘Annoy the
farmer’s cows. Farmer went to Colo-

xtiﬁlt gownms]ﬂeld _.;nd requested
at- the annoyanc: be stopp :
to_receive, the reply, “How, do ?;:ln
} know 1t13my dog?? e
“How'do "I know?” replied:|

| other, ‘with' " rising
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' The Kind You Have

Always Bought
Boars the 4
Signature 4

A\eeelahle P:epamimnl‘cn\h-
simiiating the Food andReg ufa-
mlgutzsmmcl\samm S oi‘

Pmmmes D:geslmn.Cteer[‘ulr-

ﬁeas and Rest.Contains neilher

ﬂnum ,Morphine nor Mineral.
NARCOTIC.

Mvm&mm

ln
Use
' For Over
Thmy Yaars

A ct Remedy for Cons
ﬂait}\ef?ﬁur Stc?m%«ch.'l.}iaﬂi_%
Worms Coitvulsions, Feverish-
nessand LOSS OF SEEER

FacSimile Signalure of

i?hono :246 -
To aﬂ’ord you an opportunity tohaye— |

DELIGHTFUL CHRISTMAS musm

| And ple-snre for the rest of the year wo have made—

Goed until How Yemr'l :Day, onnew—

: of our standa d
__yom on easy termis at: lowant possible prices

FARM LANDS i men ]

PARTIES baviog Faims for sale wlli ﬁnd :t to their advan-
tage to list same with me. Having connection ‘with one of the
largzat Real Estate Broker Associations in the United Hhtea, Iam

prepared to reach prospective purchuers throughout the entire coun-

try; thereby insuring better prices and quicker sales than when en-.
tirely depmd’ent upon lecal pumhmrllfor a market, '

My bu iness is conduoted atrwtly on (3 mmmtmun buihéﬁo aale,

no charge for services, =
Coresp.ondenco solicited ; a.ud when in tha olty, eoma !a .aa mu.'-

and let’s talk the matter over, no ma.!.l;er whather ‘you want to zo!l
oW or at some lutum time. . & :

. JOHN FEANK, Baal Eutatﬁf :Brokor, ¢

'SPECIAL HOLIDAY PR.IGES :

. Graphaphones,; Violins, Guitars, Banjos, I;tc.
: ﬂomatbsaa Or'w:‘itahi-i;ox hes np’chisl rice

Wamuon-vanawer Buai id.ing, Annarﬁon, 8.0

N




